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dark wood under a green sky. The staircase was
fairly well lighted. Cobwebs hung in the corners,
and at the turns the wooden stairs were embellished
with tiles. Stray lettuce-leaves, dropped from some
housewife's string bag, were to be found there of a
morning.

Such things had no charm for Monsieur Bergeret,
but he could not help feeling sad at the thought
that he would become oblivious of these things as
he had of so many others whijch, though they were
not of any value, had made up the course of his
life.

Every day, when his work was done, he went
house-hunting. He thought of living for preference
on the left bank of the Seine, where his father had
dwelt before him, where it seemed to him one
breathed an atmosphere of quiet life and peaceful
study. What made his search more difficult was
the state of the roads, broken with deep trenches
and covered with mounds of earth. There were
also the impassable and eternally disfigured quays,

It will, of course, be remembered that, in the
year 1899, the surface of Paris underwent a complete
upheaval, either because the new conditions of life
necessitated the execution of a great number of
municipal undertakings, or because the approach of
a huge international exhibition gave rise on every
side to an exaggerated activity and a sudden ardour